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Lying to Jerry Cantrell turned out to be one of the hardest things Greg ever had to do. After they returned 
to Europe and before Jerry began rehearsing for the Alice In Chains tour, they had spent a few nights 
together but they both knew that their work would take them in different directions for the time being. The 
last night they spent together, Jerry held Greg a little tighter than usual and had gone quiet. Greg knew from 
experience this quietness meant that the older man was in his head, getting tangled up in his thoughts. 


"What's on your mind, old man?" Greg softly queried as he rubbed Jerry's forearms, eventually slipping his 
fingers between Jerry's, subtly pulling him out of his thoughts. 


"Gonna miss you. Haven't been apart for this long in like ..well, since we met" 
"Gonna miss you, too. It's only two months, though." 
"Yeah. Um, maybe ..you could ..come?" 


Greg rolled over to face Jerry. He smiled and kissed the older man. "You know | can't. | got shit | gotta take 


care of." 


"Yeah, | know. Just wanted to ask." 


He lightly ran his fingertips across Jerry's cheek. "You sweet old man. I'll be right here when you get back. And 
it's not like we ain't gonna talk. Call me every night." 


"| will" 


You see, at this point, Greg already knew he was going to surprise Jerry. It took all of Greg's strength not to 
give in and tell Jerry about his plans. Whenever Jerry pulled that hangdog look with sadness swimming in his 


blue eyes, Greg had an overwhelming urge to bundle the older man up in his arms and kiss away the sad. This 


time, though, he pretended he didn't notice. 


Josh Rand owed him a favor. He couldn't even recall what he had done to earn this favor but he certainly 


remembered Josh telling him if he ever needed anything, to give him a call. 


Greg contacted him and explained that he was going to fly into Baltimore and spend a couple of days at home 
with his mother and then drive up to Camden. He'd done that drive to Philadelphia, which was right across the 
river, a thousand times when he was just starting out in Dillinger. Google maps said it took a little under three 


hours. Greg could make it there in two. Even in his Toyota rental car. 
Josh put him on the guest list and met him at the gate. Together, they snuck backstage and hid from Jerry. 
"So, why don't you want him to know you're here?" 


That was a loaded question. Greg ignored the unspoken question in Josh's question and answered casually, "Just 


want to surprise him. He's probably sick of my fuckin face anyway." 


Now, the flaw in Greg's plan was that he'd have to sit still in Josh's dressing room for about four hours if he 
wanted to keep up the surprise. He'd have to hide from Jerry until Alice In Chains took the stage or risk being 
seen. He tried his hardest but he couldn't just sit there anymore, and when Breaking Benjamin went on, Greg 
had enough of sitting and waiting. He ducked his head out the door and looked down the hallway and then turned 
and looked up. The coast was clear. He stepped out and saw a sign for catering. It had been a few hours since 
he last ate. He could duck in and grab something real quick. 


Greg bounced down the hall and into the catering room, running directly into someone exiting. His hands flew up 
to brace himself and they immediately felt the leather. He didn't have to look up to know he ran right into the 
person he was hiding from. Greg took a step backward and grinned, slowly raising his eyes to meet Jerry's. "Oh, 


hey. Look at you.” 


Two hands grabbed his shoulders and yanked him into a tight hug. "The fuck are you doing here? You're really 


here, right? I'm not fuckin’ imagining this?" 


Greg gasped for breath and then laughed softly. "You're not fuckin’ imagining it, old man." 


Jerry still held him tight and looked around. "Come here." He dragged Greg into an empty room. "Seriously. What 


are you doing here?" 


Greg wiggled out of Jerry's arms and turned to close the door. When he turned back to Jerry, he grinned. 
“Surprise.” 


"Wait. You planned this? You knew you were gonna come here or ?" 


"| planned it. | bought plane tickets back to Baltimore like the day after your dates were announced. | drove up." 
He paused. "Jer, it's just for tonight. Just this show. | hope | didn't l'm not staying with you." 


"Don't care. Come here." The older man grabbed him and hugged him again "I'm so fuckin' happy to see you." 


Greg watched the set from the side of the stage. When Jerry fumbled with the lyrics to Angry Chair, he 
grinned, knowing that probably had something to do with him. 


After the set, Greg led Jerry back to that empty room. He started pulling off the leather vest and the 
sweat-dampened white shirt. In between rough, frenzied kisses, he explained again that this was only for 


tonight. 
"Just shut up," Jerry growled as he pressed Greg against the wall and yanked at his pants. 


They parted ways again. Jerry climbed onto the bus and headed north to Syracuse. Greg's wobbly legs carried 
him back to his rental car. And as he drove south back to Baltimore, he couldn't stop smiling as he gently 
rubbed the spot on his neck where Jerry had left him something to convince him that two months was a 


very, very long time. 


